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"Say,  Kmi’tt,  I've  no  «  ham  c  Ihtc,  '  called 
Jo  nos.  “You  try  to  throw  at  him  from  t  lie 
r<  >ck.” 

Emett  ran  up  the  rock,  coiled  his  lasso  and 
cast  the  noose.  It  sailed  perfectly  in  between 
'  the  branches  and  circled  Tom’s  head.  Before 
it  could  be  slipped  tight  he  had  thrown  it  of). 

1  Then  he  hid  behind  the  branches. 

“I’m  going  farther  up,’’  said  Jones. 

“Be  quick,”  yelled  Jim. 

Jones  evidently  had  that  in  mind.  When  he 
reached  the  middle  fork  of  the  cedar,  he  stood 
erect  and  extended  the  noose  of  his  lasso  on  the 
point  of  his  pule.  Turn,  with  a  hiss  and  snap, 
struck  at  it  savagely.  The  second  trial  tempted 
the  lion  to  saw  the  rope  with  his  teeth.  In  a 
llnsh  Jones  withdrew  the  pole,  and  lilted  a  loop 
of  the  slack  rope  over  the  lion’s  ears. 

“  Bull!”  he  yelled. 

Emett,  at  tile  other  end  of  the  lasso,  threw 
his  great  strength  into  action,  pulling  the  lion 
out  with  a  crash,  and  giving  the  cedar  such  a 
tremendous  shaking  t hat  Jones  lost  his  footing 
and  fell  heavily. 

Thrilling  as  the  moment  was,  I  had  to  laugh, 
for  Jones  came  up  out  of  a  cloud  of  dust,  as 
angry  as  a  wet  hornet,  and  made  prodigious 
leaps  to  get  out  of  the  reach  of  the  whirling  lion. 

“  Look  out! — !”  he  bawled. 

Tom,  certainly  none  the  worse  for  his  tumble, 
made  three  leaps,  two  at  Jones,  one  at  Jim, 
which  was  checked  by  the  short  length  of  the 
rope  in  Emett "s  hands.  Then  for  a  moment,  a 
t hick  cloud  of  dust  enveloped  the  wrestling 
lion,  during  which  the  quick-witted  Jones  tied 
the  free  end  of  the  lasso  to  a  sapling. 

“  Hod  gast  the  luck!”  yelled  Jones,  reaching 
for  another  lasso.  “I  didn’t  mean  for  you  to 
pull  him  out  of  the  tree.  Now  he’ll  get  loose  or 
kill  himself.” 

When  the  dust  cleared  away,  wc  discovered 
our  prize  stretched  out  at  full  length  anil  froth¬ 
ing  at  the  mouth.  As  Jones  approached,  the 
lion  began  a  series  of  evolutions  so  rapid  as  to 
be  almost  indiscernible  to  the  eye.  I  saw  a 
wheel  of  dust  and  yellow  fur.  Then  came  a 
thud  and  4 lie  lion  lay  inert. 

Jones  pounced  upon  him  and  loosed  the 
lasso  around  his  neck. 

“  I  think  he’s  done  for,  but  maybe  not.  lie’s 
breathing  yet.  Here,  help  me  tie  his  paws 
together.  Look  out!  He’s  coming  to!” 

The  lion  stirred  and  raised  his  head.  Jones 
ran  the  loop  of  the  second  lasso  around  the  two 
hind  paws  and  stretched  the  lion  out.  While 
in  this  helpless  position  and  with  no  strength 
and  hardly  any  breath  left  in  him  the  lion  was 
-  easy  to  handle.  With  Emeu’s  help  Jones 
fc  quickly'  clipped  the  sharp  claws,  tied  the  four 
I  paws  together,  took  off  the  neck.  lasso  and 
substituted  a  collar  and  chain. 

“There,  that’s  one.  He’ll  come  to  all  right,” 
said  Jones.  “But  we  are  lucky.  Emett, 
never  pull  another  lion  clear  dut  of  a  tree.  Pull 
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1  was  level  willi  I  lie  lion,  too  close  for  comfort, 
bnl  in  excellent  position  for  taking  pictures. 

The  bon,  not  heeding  me,  peered  down  at 
Jones,  between  widespread  paws.  I  could 
hear  nothing  except  the  hounds.  Jones’s  gray 
hat  came  pushing  up  between  the  dead  snags; 
then  his  burly  shoulders.  The  quivering 
muscles  of  the  lion  gathered  tense,  and  his 
lithe  body  crouched  low  on  the  branches.  He 
was  about  to  jump.  His  open  dripping  jaws, 
his  wild  eyes,  roving  in  terror  for  some  means 
of  escape,  his  tufted  tail,  swinging  against  the 
twigs  and  breaking  them,  manifested  his 
extremity.  The  eager  hounds  waited  below, 
howling,  leaping. 

It  bothered  me  considerably  to  keep  my 
balance,  regulate  my  camera  and  watch  the 
proceedings.  Jones  climbed  on  with  his  rope 
between  his  teeth,  and  a  long  stick.  The 
very  next  instant,  it  seemed  to  me,  I  heard 
the  cracking  ol  branches  and  saw  the  lion 
biting  hard  at  the  noose  which  circled  his 
neck. 

Here  I  swung  down,  branch  to  branch,  and 
dropped  to  the  ground,  for  I  wanted  to  see 
what  went  on  below.  Above  the  howls  and 
yelps,  I  distinguished  Jones’s  yell.  Emett  ran 
directly  under  the  lion  with  a  spread  noose  in 
his  hands.  Jones  pulled  and  pulled,  but  the 
lion  held  on  firmly.  Throwing  the  end  of  the 
lasso  down  to  Jim,  Jones  yelled  again,  and 
then  they  both  pulled.  The  lion  was  too 
strong.  Suddenly,  however,  the  branch  broke, 
letting  the  lion  fall,  kicking  frantically  with 
all  four  paws.  Emett  grasped  one  of  the  four 
whipping  paws,  and  even  as  the  powerful 
animal  sent  him  staggering  he  dexterously 
left  the  noose  fast  on  the  paw.  Jim  and  Jones 
in  unison  let  go  of  their  lasso,  which  streaked 
up  through  the  branches  as  the  lion  fell,  and 
then  it  dropped  to  the  ground,  where  Jim 
made  a  flying  grab  for  it.  Jones  plunging  out  of 
the  tree  fell  upon  the  rope  at  the  same  instant. 

If  the  action  up  to  then  had  been  fast,  it  was 
slow  to  what  followed.  It  seemed  impossible 
for  two  strong  men  with  one  lasso,  and  a  giant 
with  another,  to  straighten  out  that  lion.  He 
was  all  over  the  little  space  under  the  trees  at 
once.  The  dust  flew,  the  sticks  snapped,  the 
gravel  pattered  like  shot  against  the  cedars. 
Jones  ploughed  the  ground  flat  on  his  stomach, 
holding  on  with  one  hand,  with  the  other  trying 
to  fasten  the  rope  to  something;  Jim  went  to 
his  knees;  and  on  the  other  side  of  the  lion, 
Emeu’s  huge  bulk  tipped  a  sharp  angle,  and  c 
then  fell. 

I  shouted  and  ran  forward,  haxdng  no  idea 
what  to  do,  but  Emett  rolled  backward,  at  the 
same  instant  the  other  men  got  a  strong  haul 
on  the  lion.  Short  as  that  moment  was  in 
v^’hich  the  lasso  slackened,  it  sufficed  for  Jones 
to  make  the  rope  fast  to  a  tree.  Whereupon 
with  the  three  men  pulling  on  the  other  side 
of  the  leaping  lion,  somehow  I  had  flashed  into 
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angry  as  a  wel  nornet,  anu  niaut-  prodigious 
leaps  to  get  out  of  the  reach  of  the  whirling  lion. 
“Look  out! — !”  he  bawled. 

Tom,  certainly  none  the  w'orse  for  his  tumble, 
made  three  leaps,  two  at  Jones,  one  at  Jim, 
which  was  checked  by  the  short  length  of  the 
rope  in  Emett’s  hands.  Then  for  a  moment,  a 
thick  cloud  of  dust  enveloped  the  wrestling 
lion,  during  which  the  quick-witted  Jones  tied 
the  free  end  of  the  lasso  to  a  sapling. 

“  Dod  gast  the  luck!”  yelled  Jones,  reaching 
for  another  lasso.  “I  didn’t  mean  for  you  to 
pull  hirft  out  of  the  tree.  Now  he'll  get  loose  or 
kill  himself.” 

When  the  dust  cleared  away,  we  discovered 
our  prize  stretched  out  at  full  length  and  froth¬ 
ing  at  the  mouth.  As  Jones  approached,  the 
lion  began  a  series  of  evolutions  so  rapid  as  to 
be  almost  indiscernible  to  the  eve.  i  saw  a 
wheel  of  dust  and  yellow  fur.  Then  came  a 
thud  and  the  lion  lay  inert. 

Jones  pounced  upon  him  and  loosed  the 
lasso  around  his  neik. 

“I  think  lie’s  done  for,  but  maybe  not.  lie’s 
breathing  yet.  Here,  help  me  tie  his  paws 
together.  Look  out!  He’s  coming  to!” 

The  lion  stirred  and  raised  his  head.  Jones 
ran  the  loop  of  the  second  lasso  around  the  two 
hind  paws  and  stretched  the  lion  out.  While 
in  this  helpless  position  and  with  no  strength 
and  hardly  any  breath  left  in  him  the  lion  was 
easy  to  handle.  With  Emett’s  help  Jones 
quickly  clipped  the  sharp  claws,  tied  the  four 
paws  together,  took  off  the  neck  lasso  and 
substituted  a  collar  and  chain. 

“There,  that’s  one.  He’ll  come  to  all  right,” 
said  Jones.  “But  we  are  lucky.  Emett, 

^  never  pull  another  lion  clear  out  of  a  tree.  Pull 
him  over  a  limb  and  hang  him  there  while 
some  one  below  ropes  his  hind  paws.  That’s 
\  the  only  way,  and  if  we  don’t  stick  to  it,  some¬ 
body  is  going  to  get  done  for.  Come,  now, 
k.  well  leave  this  fellow  here  and  hunt  up  Don 
and  Jude.  They’ve  treed  another  lion  by 
lie  this  time.” 

Remarkable  to  me  was  to  see  how,  as  soon 
as  the  lion  lay  helpless,  Sounder  lost  his 
interest.  Moze  growled,  yet  readily  left  the 
spot.  Before  we  reached  the  level,  both 
—  hounds  had  disappeared. 

“I  “Hear  that?”  yelled  Jones,  digging  spurs 
into  his  horse.  “Hi!  Hi!  Hi!” 

From  the  cedars  rang  the  thrilling,  blerfding 
chonls  of  bays  that  told  of  a  treed  lion.  The 
forest  was  almost  impenetrable.  We  had  to 
pick  our  way.  Emett  forged  ahead;  we 
heard  him  smashing  the  deadwood;  and  soon 
a  yell  proclaimed  the  truth  of  Jones’s  assertion. 

First  I  saw  the  men  looking  upward;  then 
Moze  climbing  the  cedar,  and  the  other  hounds 
with  noses  skyward;  and  last,  in  the  dead  top 
of  the  tree,  a  dark  blot  against  the  blue,  a  big 
tawny  lion. 

“Whoop!”  The  yell  leaped  past  my  lips. 
Quiet  Jim  was  yelling  and  Emett,  silent  man 
of  the  desert,  let  from  his  wide  cavernous  chest 
a  booming  roar  that  drowned  ours. 

Jones’s  next  decisive  action  turned  us  from 
exultation  to  the  grim  business  of  the  thing. 
He  pulled  Moze  out  of  the  cedar,  and  while  he 
climbed  up,  Emett  ran  his  rope  under  the 
collars  of  all  of  the  hounds.  Quick  as  the  idea 
flashed  over  me  I  leaped  into  the  cedar  adjoin¬ 
ing  the  one  Jones  was  in,  and  went  up  hand 
over  hand.  A  few  pulls  brought  me  to  the 
J  top,  and  then  my  blood  rani  hot  and  quick,  for 
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yeips,  i  uisunguisned  Jones's  yell.  Emett  ran 
directly  under  the  lion  with  a  spread  noose  in 
his  hands.  Jones  pulled  and  pulled,  but  the 
lion  held  on  firmly.  Throwing  the  end  of  the 
lasso  down  to  Jim,  Jones  yelled  again,  and 
then  they  both  pulled.  The  lion  was  too 
strong.  Suddenly,  however,  the  branch  broke, 
letting  the  lion  fall,  kicking  frantically  with 
all  four  paws.  Emett  grasped  one  of  the  four 
whipping  paws,  and  even  as  the  powerful 
animal  sent  him  staggering  he  dexterously 
left  the  noose  fast  on  the  paw.  Jim  and  Jones 
in  unison  let  go  of  their  lasso,  which  streaked 
up  through  the  branches  as  the  lion  fell,  and 
then  it  dropped  to  the  ground,  where  Jim 
made  a  flying  grab  for  it.  Jones  plunging  out  of 
the  tree  fell  upon  the  rope  at  the  same  instant. 

If  the  action  up  to  then  had  been  fast,  it  was 
slow  to  what  followed.  It  seemed  impossible 
for  two  strong  men  with  one  lasso,  and  a  giant 
with  another,  to  straighten  out  that  lion.  He 
was  all  over  the  little  space  under  the  trees  at 
once.  The  dust  flew,  the  sticks  snapped,  the 
gravel  pattered  like  shot  against  the  cedars. 
Jones  ploughed  the  ground  flat  on  his  stomach, 
holding  on  with  one  hand,  with  the  other  trying 
to  fasten  the  rope  to  something;  Jim  went  to 
his  knees;  and  on  the  other  side  of  the  lion, 
Emett’s  huge  bulk  tipped  a  sharp  angle,  and 
then  fell. 

I  shouted  and  ran  forward,  having  no  idea 
what  to  do,  but  Emett  rolled  backward,  at  the 
same  instant  the  other  men  got  a  strong  haul 
on  the  lion.  Short  as  that  moment  was  in 
which  the  lasso  slackened,  it  sufficed  for  Jones 
to  make  the  rope  fast  to  a  tree.  Whereupon 
with  the  three  men  pulling  on  the  -other  side 
of  the  leaping  lion,  somehow  I  hid  flashed  into 
my  rnind  the  game  that  children  play,  called 
skipping  the  rope,  for  the  lion  and  lasso  shot 
up  and  down. 

This  lasted  for  only  a  few  seconds.  They 
stretched  the  beast  from  tree  to  tree,  and  Jones, 
running  with  the  third  lasso,  made  fast  the 
front  paws. 

“It’s  a  female,”  said  Jones,  as  the  lion  lay 
helpless,  her  sides  swelling;  “a  good-sized 
female.  She’s  nearly  eight  feet  from  tip  to  tip, 
but  not  very  heavy.  Hand  me  another  rope.” 

When  all  four  lassos  had  been  stretched,  the 
lioness  could  not  move.  Jones  strapped  a 
collar  around  her  neck  and  clipped  the  sharp 
yellow  claws. 

“Now  to  muzzle  her,”  he  continued. 

Jones’s  method  of  performing  this  most 
hazardous  part  of  the  work  was  characteristic 
of  him.  He  thrust  a  stick  between  her  open 
jaws,  and  when  she  crushed  it  to  splinters  he 
tied  another,  and  yet  another,  until  he  found 
one  that  she  could  not  break.  Then  while 
she  bit  on  it,  he  placed  a  wire  loop  over  her 
nose,  slowly  tightening  it,  leaving  the  stick 
back  of  her  big  canines. 

The  hounds  ceased  their  yelping  and  when 
untied,  Sounder  wagged  his  tail  as  if  to  say, 
“Well  done,”  and  then  lay  down;  Don  walked 
within  three  feet  of  the  lion,  as  if  she  were  now 
beneath  his  dignity;  Jude  began  to  nurse 
and  lick  her  sore  paw;  only  Moze  the  incor¬ 
rigible  retained  antipathy  for  the  captive,  and^ 
he  growled,  as  always,  low  and  deep.  And  on 
the  moment,  Ranger,  dusty  and  lame  from 
travel,  trotted  wearily  into  the  glade  and, 
looking  at  the  lioness,  gave  one  disgusted  bark 
and  flopped  down. 

*  To  be  continued  in  December  Boys’  Lite 
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